THE SOVIET PLAYS WITH ME TO THE END

London," he told me, "I have been sent by the
head of the imports department to see what I can do
for you. Do not be afraid, I am used to secrets. If
you wish to speak to me confidentially you may do
so, for I am much used to secrets."

This amazing man and his " secret complex "
would have caused me unending merriment at any
other time, but now I asked him shortly who he
was. " Oh, I am from Bush House. I am a respon-
sible official in Bush House," was all he answered.

" Your name," I queried.

" Ach so.  It is Beresnikoff."

" I would prefer to see the head of the imports,
personally," I said.

" But, but, cannot you tell me ? " he spluttered.

" No, it is much too important," I answered.

He shrugged his shoulders and disappearing
through the doorway, re-entered, a few minutes
later and beckoned us to follow. We were taken to
the head of the imports department, a man I met
two years previously, but he did not remember me
as this time he claimed he could not speak English.
I produced my credentials and asked him if he knew
anyone in the O.G.P.U. He mentioned several
names and I asked him if he knew Sludsky.

" Yes, yes," came the ready reply. " He is a
personal friend of mine."

" Good," I said. " Describe him."

He did so to my satisfaction.

" -Now what is your errand ?" he queried.
Whereupon I produced the letters I had received